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You know in advance that I will not eat
you. The thing is improper, if it is im-
proper, only with respect to the world.
Observe that this word " world " makes us
miserable from the day when we put on a
dress that is uncomfortable, until the day
of our death.

In sending me your portrait it seems to
me that you gave proof of esteeming me
highly enough to believe in my discretion.
Why should you believe in it no longer ?
The discretion of a man, and mine in partic-
ular, is the greater the more is demanded of
him. Being sure of my discretion, you may
see me. I will add, with my hand on my
heart, that I see not the least impropriety in
this. I will say more. If this correspond-
ence is to be continued without our meeting
ever, it becomes the most absurd thing in
the world. I leave this to your reflections,

If I had more fatuity, I would rejoice at
what you say of my diamond. But we can
never fall in love with each other. Our ac-
quaintance did not begin in a manner to lead
us to that point. It is too romantic. As
for the diamond, my travelling companion,